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Weapons and Wal-mart
Don't send troops!
Send Wal-marts
Send soda pop
send big-tittied women pushing Budweiser
Don't drop bombs!!
give televisions
send air conditioners
Send every enslaving convenience and conveyance,
enslaving them as we've been enslaved.
send Nascar, Football,
a pro-wrestling free-for-all.
send credit card debt.
send a big piece of capitalist poison pie.
send pesticides and herbicides,
soy burgers and genetically altered foods.
send 3-eyed fish and 6-legged frogs
send McDonalds' double-grease burgers
send turkey Hotdog's
send prostate cancer and breast cancer
send cigarettes for lung cancer.
No tanks, no missiles.
Hang electric wires! !
Build strip malls and super marts.
Build mini-malls with shopping carts
all dangled free like worm on a hook.
Give telephones for telemarketers.
Build industry for acid rain
send middle-aged heart attacks
send Prozac
give their children Ritalin and video games
run Nike ads, "just do it;" just buy it
send religion and greed
create Christmas and need.
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give the neighbors a new car
so their wives will bitch.
.
create a compulsion, an insatiable urge to be rich.
to keep up with the Jones'
Don't send guns!!
Send a two-party system with a one-track mind
Build schools to consumerism
Print textbooks on Social Darwinism
Carve Mount Rush Limbaugh
Send minimum wage jobs and a mailbox full of bills
Send the 9 to 5 wasteland to drain the peoples will
Send botox injections, send viagra erections
Send oozing, polluting corporate infections
Don't send war,
Don't send war!!

Prichard
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A Play
Corne with me to Hollywood, to Hollywood and Vine,
and when we get to Hollywood, we will be back on God's
vine. The girls are great in Hollywood, though the boys are
a bit too fine. '
A little more juice of the Vodka vine, and I'll be able to
finish this play today.
I'll ever finish a novel, too wordy, too long and who in
the hell reads poetry-and my friends an the ladies in my life were all too
large for life, let along a short story.
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The love of my Hollywood life; Prudence Della Rome
Clearwater, half Italian and half Ogala Sioux. And Don the
Gambler and Holy Mary in Don 's whit cadillac picking me
and Della Rome up at the comer of Hollywood and Vine.
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And the fabulous Eddy Lee, a gay professional wrester
platonically in love with me and his daughter, Teddi Lee,
my patient wife for most

I

of my life; I could portray them all in poetry, Tho who
but you and me reads poetry.
So I've got to put them in a play today. I need the brew
of the bourbon berry and the juice of the vodka vine.
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Maybe if I drew a picture of some of those places there:
Hollywood and Vince, The Hadly Hotel with Kooni's
Flower shop in front, that big bar where I hurt my leg that
night.
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Damn, I used to be able to dance like James Brown; I
could move, I could float,my body would sing and emote, I could
damn near do ballet. I danced on old Broadway, on the tops of
cars in front of Birdland at 3 :00 a.m., where Charlie Parker and
Fats Domino used to play and I heard a big black dude point at
me and say "Look at that ofay mutha fucka move; white
somebitch dance like a real nigga."
And the plays and players on old Broadway; I saw Uta
Hagen in a play and my sexual imagination ran away.
Uta Hagen and I were misbehaven--so sexually, so
naturally and when Uta Hagen was misbehaven, she was so
good--so good--at bad
so bad--so good
so naturally
so naturally.
So I've got to finish this first act today. The only way to
bring them all back to life is in a play.

In a play, the writer is not alone all the way. In a play, I
would have: the producer, with angels all around, a director
whose abilities would astound, great actors and actresses too,
some with blood so blue, stage hands--so noble, hardworking, and
true, and an audience that can appreciate and understand. All this
can bring my friends and lovers back to life and maybe if my stuff
lasts, a shot at immortality for me.
They can bring my friends and lover back into life and
give them immortality like God has hopefully given me.
So I need to finish
this first act of this play today.

Albright
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Yma
I met
Yma Sumac
at a church
in Beverly Hills
Where she came
on a Christmas Day
to sing .
three songs
She had written
After 40 years
In seclusion,
After the
scandal and death
that silenced
The Voice of theAndes
and though
she was
almost blind
She could
still do
five octaves.
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(This is dedicated to the volunteers of the old seventh congressional district who provided more volunteers to the wars that any
other congressional district in the U.S.A.)

Volunteers
Of the first men
who
charge
up a hill,
few make it to the top.
Makes
me wonder why,
I volunteered, and
why
others did not,
and
where or if
our tribe would be,

If
no one al all
had volunteered
and
made it to the top.

Albright
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Without the Oasis Within
Expatriate in his own backyard.
"Where do I plant the garden?"
"Where do I hang my hammock?"
"Which way is east?"
Inside humor in his writing outside
the boundary of truth.
Your place of origin
a point of reference
but not a measure of worth.
"Meaningless! Meaningless!"
can be a guiding way,
directions to the oasis we all at some point
thirst.
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Past

Moving Statues of Liberty
after Lucille Clifton
these hips are my hips
monuments of no passive
resistance. they uphold affirmative resistance, lovely
symmetry_ the fit ino vital
places where mutual liberty
is key anatomy. these hips
are your hipsambiguous as
they seem to be, tempestuous
as our physiology. we move our hips in tormented time
to the time after resistance
that cannot be forgotten.
sometimes we'd rather forget
our hips oppose our extremities;
yet you touchedmy hips
movmgme.

Past
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Mouth breathers, nothing matters
In the solitude summer brings, we swim
cicada calls to bullfrog songs and float
where ridgetops meet.
This blessed idleness may be the one gift
no one envies. The memories no one envies,
I hold: Goya's grotesqueries, ocean's vomit,
premature remains - chewed to the dark song
of an August night. Refusal, your Technicolor.
Coy dominance, you MGM musical. You
breathe a synthetic dream into your right
nostril, exhale your song, the left. They
choked my common senses; I thought they
were ready for show. But they did not matter.
The best of you died on television, after the hero
meets the girl who was desperate to be seen
above water. She asked, Do I exist? and he fell toward the hot
studio lights.
You'd think an anaconda might have grabbed him
on the banks. You'd think he'd have scaled
the cliff she drifted. But when he hit the ground
an ad landed on his face. He was on the rig next
Wednesday, dancing numbers for the oilmen,
making tips on the side. Sometimes he sings
while they rape the ocean, breathing heavily
through his mouth.
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The cat who fell in love with a porkchop
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The cat has fallen in love with a porkchop.
It woos the porkchop with flowers, with chocolates in a heart shaped box, and with sweet little notes
shoved secretly under the door.
But you must stop this, the pork chop says, I am
for eating, not for romance.
But the cat, who has been fed only on tuna from a
can, and beef hearts cut with scissors, cannot think of its
darling, most precious porkchop as something to eat.
A dead mouse might be to eat, or a baby bird fallen from the nest, but not, no, not the most beautified
porkchop.
The porkchop is for courting by moonlight, for
candlelight dinners, with champagne toasts, for honeymooning at Niagara.
Oh, cat, the porkchop says, please leave me alone!
I am not for your honeymooning to Niagara.
I do not want your candlelight and champagne.
I am descended from the swine family, and you
are of the domesticated carnivore group.
We do not belong together.
We have nothing in common.
We would have nothing to talk about.
Our children would be freaks.
I love you, says the cat.
But you, dear cat, are of the Persian variety.
That means your ancestors came from Persia, in
modern geography called Iran, and Islamic country.
The Muslims, like all Semitic people, are taught to
consider the swine to be unclean.
You are not supposed to have business with the
swine or products of swine.
So, you see, you must stay away from me, the
unclean.
12

But I am not religious, says the cat, I do not follow those
teachings.
Finally, when everything else has failed, the porkchop
engages it cousin, who is in the ham sandwich business, to warn
the cat away.
But before the ham sandwich can make a move to discourage the cat's romantic pursuits, someone puts mayonnaise on it
and eats it for lunch.
The porkchop sighs deeply.
The ham sandwich has fulfilled its destiny, as the po.rckchop would like to do if it were not for the cat's persistent attentions.
If I only were a cartoon porkchop, though tit is a real
porkchop, and being a real porkchop, it is eventually cooked and
eaten by a real family, who also seem to have porkchops for dinner quite often.
The cat is inconsolable .
. It's comely and most desirable porkchop has been taken
away forever.
And to meet such and unpleasant end, to be cut up and
eaten with curry powder and rise, just like all the other porkchops
on the plate!
The cat is overcome with sorrow.
It pines for weeks and weeks.
But as cats can be fickle, this cat is fickle.
After a time, t finds a new object for its affection.
The cat falls in love a plump, sleek Buick automobile.
It slips a not under the door of the garage where the Buick
lives.
It arranges to have flowers delivered.
But you must stop this, says the Buick, I am for driving,
not for romance.
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Love Travels
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For those of you that may be wondering, I translate
Japanese pornographic video games. So, you can imagine
what my life must be like ... or maybe you can't. Well, I'll
have to resOlt to telling you.
It was a bad day just like every other when I got to
work. I found my three fellow translators gathered around
a common area outside our cubicles discussing our current
efforts.
"Johnson, did you hear about the title the marketing
boys came up for the project?"
"No, but I just want to finish it."
"Sex Jackpots. Imagine that. How much do those boys
in marketing make? We bust our butts translating these
things and they get to name them."
The current title actually translated into "Love
Travels," but no good American in this predominantly
Christian country wants to celebrate their life and sexual
desires by playing a game that mentions love, so our marketing boys have found a way to insert the big S-E-X in all
the titles we've translated. The sad part is no one but me
seemed to care. I think that was my biggest problem. I didn't understand sex. Check that, if my only problem was
that I did not understand sex, that would mean I just don't
understand women and if my only problem was that I didn't understand women, it would be okay. I think my problem is that I understood squirrels better than I did humanity in general.
Hank McGow, senior translator and the one who felt
compelled to tell me our new title, looked across at me.
"You okay, Drake?"
"No, I was just thinking that if my only problem was
that I did not understand sex, that would mean I just don't
understand women and if my only problem was that I did-

Thomas
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n't understand women, it would be okay. I think my problem is
that I understand squirrels better than I do humanity in general."
"Drake, you haven't been sleeping have you?"
Hank and I had shared a rented house for a few years now and
he was one of those people who care more about others than he
does himself. He was kind, caring and selfless. In short, he was
one of the most annoying people I have ever met, but no one
could hate him. He knew me too well and knew I was not processing things before I said them. He also was well aware of my
lack of sleeping as of late.
"C'mon Hank! I'm fine. We'll talk later when I get back to the
house," I final~y stammered out.
"Fine, but you better believe I'll hold you to it."
I gritted my teeth. "Never expected a break from people holding me to stuff. Now, I believe we are paid to do a job, gentlemen,
and it has little or nothing to do with me."
Hank stopped me before I began translating. "Not so fast,
DeBoga wants to see you. Its evaluation time, so chin up."
I started walking toward Deboga's office. "Super," I said
under my breath.
I found his office like it always was, mingled with the scent of
stale coffee and white-out.
Before you can understand my exchange with DeBoga, you
need to know me. My father named me Drake, probably because
he hated me. His last name was Johnson, and , due to stupid
English customs, that was destined to be my last name as well.
Ergo, I am Drake Johnson, and there I was sitting in a dead end
job with a Masters degree and a knack for translating Japanese.
The man who was about to begin lecturing me, Sal DeBoga, was
a man who was only pretty sure he didn't speak Japanese and
bounced back and forth with rapid frequency on complaints about
his bald head and his peptic ulcers. Still, he found time in his
busy day to remind me of what a shallow lie my life is.
"Johnson, do you realize what you are?" DeBoga asked
rhetorically as he scraped his greasy thick hand across his baldhead. Despite the plethora of comments I could have quickly fired
15
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in return, he continued. "Nothing. You, sir, are nothing. You think
you are the only person I could get? You're wrong. There is very
little that would change if you fell in a hole tonight and died ...
and very little that would change if you could even crawl out of
the hole. What do you have to say about that?"
I cleared my throat and began speaking, "Well, sir, I might
matter to more people if you paid me more and gave me more
. time off. Then, I could put the extra money into building a shelter
for the homeless and volunteer at a soup kitchen with my
increased time off and then more people would care if I lived or
died. Just a suggestion, sir."
DeBoga leered and harrumphed, "What has got into you?"
"Reality .. . I think you're right. I'm nothing."
DeBoga stood and went monotone. "Get the project finished
by next Wednesday."
"Yes, sir."
I turned to walk away and DeBoga cleared his throat loudly
enough to make me turn.
"Johnson, if you get it done, I'll see that your salary goes up a
thousand a year."
"Yes, sir. Thanks for trying."
"Oh, and one more thing ... if your next evaluation ends with
you complaining, you're fired."
"Super." I muttered as the door of DeBoga's office slammed
shut.
I really was not any more depressed than usual, but I had not
slept which means my rays of cancerous sarcastic sunshine were
beating through my ozone layer of discretion with a growingly
consistent ferocity. The lack of sleep was due to an imminent ending of a relationship I believed in, but knew was doomed when
she invited me out for coffee. I hate coffee. I don't like vegetables
in general, nor do I like the products of beans and hot water mingling and flowing through a thin filter. Coffee makes me think of
sewer runoff ... it's the remnant of two things meeting and the
water is tainted regardless. She must have really hated me to ask
me out to coffee. She knew I hated it. Why did I honestly love her

Thomas
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"Untitled"

Michelle Dillon

"Stereos tuck"

Brad T. Ballinger

"Human Spirit"

when she hated me so? What fools people are who have that and
think it is due to them ... no one is due love. It's a privilege ... and
it is one I know little of.
Ah, it is okay though, I could bury myself in work. Japanese
is truly a remarkably beautiful language. I got to work with it
every day, which would be impressive, if it mattered. How amazing it must be to do something that matters.
I returned to my fellow translators and after the usual postevaluation questions, we went back to translating the Japanese. I
focused on the text of the story while the others handled some of
the translations in coding, background, and all that unimportant
stuff that drives me nuts. The story for the game was actually
pretty well thought out and formed. The story followed a man
who had to travel to find his one true love and along the way had
to make choices as to what his true love would be and his choices
change the steps he must make, but there is a random element
built into the game that also makes the game have numerous outcomes. The elements of nudity are decided by how promiscuous
you allow the character to become. Four hundred hours of initial
programming, three weeks of translation and re-encoding, and
what was to come of it? A bunch of guys would sit around in the
privacy of their dens and either chortle at the humor in the game
or take a sick pleasure in the work. Most would not even care
about the story. Some people spend their lives writing and no one
ever cares about their stories. Takahe Manawa wrote the story for
this game, but no one in this country will say, "My lands! What
an excellent creator and author is Mister Manawa. How creative
and caring of his characters he is." That was acceptable to me,
though, because Manawa at least got to create. I had to just play
with the creations of others day in and day out. I added nothing
and did nothing.
5 o'clock came with a merciless efficiency and I gathered up
my belongings and tried to stick Manawa and his works into the
back of my mind, but I sometimes wondered if I was not living
the game. Some people were happy to go home, but I was just
going to a house. 5 0' clock was the time where each day I had a
25
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continuing epiphany of failure, doom, and loss . Maybe I should
take a pill for this mood ... but then what a man I would be. A
failure addicted to a pill to make him think he's doing fine. I'll
take the harsh epiphany that I am not what I want to be over some
fake world where all is well . Life does suck. Nobody is where
they want to be . .. well, nobody I know. Of course, I don't get out
much.
I slid out of my decade old sedan and walked toward that rented house. Hank was out and I went in and threw my keys onto a
table. They slid off quite nicely and settled under the couch.
Lovely .. . just lovely. I left them and went to clean up so I could
watch the love of my life dissolve in front of me. I'm probably
lucky just to have front row seats.
I had that life that never went right. I was shaving when the
phone rang and I jerked in response and nicked myself pretty
severely. "Sunuva .. . " Of course, I had to run to get to the phone
and couldn't check to see how it was.
I flipped the phone toward my face and said, as if a question,
"Hello?"
"Honey, I can't make it to coffee."
Blessings and curses are a matter of point and counterpoint;
however delaying is always a blessing for the condemned.
Nobody rushes his own death sentence. Of course, at the end of
time, they ' re all just as dead.
"Ah, honey, that's too bad. Everything okay?"
''I'm just tired."
In the annals of history, there are literally millions of stories
about just being happy with what you are given. Aesop used animals. Franklin used capitalism. Sinatra did it with song. And
while I admired this morale and message, I never could stop pushmg.
"Oh, okay, I'll make you a deal. We forego the public display
of coffee addiction. You stop by over here. I'll give you a massage, foot rub, whatever. Run you a bath and once you wind
down, I'll cook you dinner or we can order in or go out, whatever
makes you happy . . . because you are already beautiful and if you

Thomas
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were happy, 1'd have completed the perfect girlfriend set."
"Do you want to get married?"
Tick ... tick ... tick. I tasted blood. It was draining from the
nick my razor gave me. I knew the answer from the first time I
saw her packing a duffel bag into my apartment building, moving
in with a duffel bag whereas I used packing boxes and professional supplies. I knew the first time she laughed at my stupid sarcasm. I knew when she kissed me because I was too worried or
confused to risk messing this up. I knew then what the answer
would be if she ever brought it up.
"Why, you got 2 tickets to Vegas?"
She laughed, but it was strained. "No, its just that. . ."
I stopped her. "I love you . Now what do you want from me?"
"I can ' t do this to you."
Now, let me tell you in all honesty, I'm rough on myself,
which means I don' t date easy. I've never picked up someone in a
bar. I've never been good on blind dates. I invest a year in someone before our first date even starts in my head. I only have one
heart, and I had promised it to this lady.
Then, I imagined her eyes, "the windows to her soul." 1'd
known her for years. I knew her when she temped at that stupid
bike agency and came home bruised and battered. I remember
how mad I was when I saw those bruises and those occasional
scrapes. I was mad at the world, because no world could ever let
someone like her get hurt. I knew her when she had lost a friend
in a car accident. I knew her when parts of her had emotionally
withered, maybe even died. Through this all, I had never heard
her voice constrict in a choked cry until this moment.
She breathed in deeply so she could try to be even when she
spoke. "I don't want this. I don't want to hurt you, but I don' t
want to marry. I don't even want to date ... and not just you. I
don't want kids. I don't want a family. I don't want any inlaws .. ." She was flowing now. " . .. and I don't need this."
That meant one thing and it was translated by every synapse
in my brain. It meant, "I don't need you." And she didn't. No one
did. DeBoga was right. Nothing. But I couldn't take her crying.
27
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I wanted to reach out and hold her hand. It should still fit
inside mine as always. "I'm gone then. At the end of the day, I
want you to be happy. If I don't make you happy, I'm not important."
Now, I would love to tell you something that would have
shown an altruistic fate ruled over us occurred and all was well. I
even wish I was a convincing enough liar to sell the song and
dance as the truth despite its acerbic gibberish. In a perfect world,
. . I'd say that there was a fanfare of music and all of a sudden I won
the day ; that all of a sudden, the choir of angels sang and the
epiphany rang in my ears. Instead, it became rather an existential
moment. Instead, I held the phone a little farther away. I breathed
a little deeper. She said she would call me. I nodded and said that
she had to take care of herself. I walked back to the same decade
old sedan I'd left less than an hour ago. It was rusted.
For some reason, I thought it might not, but eight hours later,
the morning came as it always did. Gray began to bleed red and I
once again looked into my mirror. I decided not to shave. The
nick on my upper lip throbbed. I showered. I put on a shirt. I put
on some dress slacks. I put on a tie. I polished my shoes and then
put them on. I went to work early and the day went the same as
always except when people would ask about her and I said she
moved on.
Nobody thinks they have friends when they are the person
being dumped. That's because your friends, being YOUR friends
and not HERS, side with you and say she didn't deserve you anyway. What they fail to realize is that you were dumped, which
means that you still think that she's perfect or, for religious commendations, close enough for you. So, they unknowingly crush
your ideals or at least that's what it felt like to me. Maybe you are
able to say, "Yeah, she's a slut." I couldn't. .. . She was that angel
that was flying too close to the ground you've heard of in song.
Speaking of which, the translation was almost done. I worked
10 hours and DeBoga made sure I knew that overtime was out. I
didn't care. I was buried in work and it beat listening to everyone
give me advice on what love was or where I went wrong or where
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she went wrong or where humanity went wrong. When I finally
left, I rented a Vincent Gallo flick with my favorite female
actress, grabbed a bottle of Asti, and went to that bloody house.
Hank met me at the door. His lecture however couldn 't keep
up with me as I manifested the forward momentum to take my
bundle into my room. Hank spoke through the door. If I needed
anything, I needed to let him know.
"Sure, Hank. Thanks."
Gallo's hollow eyes were on screen and they met solidly with
hers. It was a movie. Gallo would flip out; imagine killing a guy
and end up buying her a cookie, the first romantic move he made
in his life . .. she'd love him. It wasn't real. Billy didn' t exist.
Romeo was just a fictional 14 year old who killed himself
because he thought he found true love. If you know any 14 year
olds, then you know that should have been Shakespeare's bestknown comedy, not his dramatic lynch pin. I preferred Titus
Adronicus myself, but I wasn't a big fan of Shakespeare anyway. I
liked Poe.
I flipped off the television and fell into a sleep full of caustic
dreams. The ones of her hurt the least, the ones without her hurt
more. Dreams should never mirror reality. Though, in all fairness,
dreams should never involve such an insatiate and luxurious
woman either. I woke up a few times and finally fell into a sleep
without dreams . A comforting look into nothing but clearness for
eternity. No color at all. There was comfort in this madness,
somewhere.
I woke up and pursed my lips in confusion. There was a hand
on top of me . It was my own, but I couldn't feel it. I'd slept on it
wrong and put it into a coma. Falling apart a piece at a time.
When the blood flow was restored, my hand did that surreal burning tingle. 1'd rather have been numb and unresponsive. Still, having beaten my alarm clock to the rise, I used my fully functional
hand to flip it off and I headed toward the shower.
I'd be there early at the office today. I'd show them all. 1'd
complete my work before anyone else did. I'd get that raise and
maybe then some.
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I slipped out of that bloody building and headed toward my
rusting sedan. It was unseasonably cold, so the car didn't want to
tum over, but it did. Baby needed gas though, and she wouldn't
wait until I got off work, either. Most guys consider their cars to
be women. We call them baby or gal or whatever. Why do we do
this? Because our fathers did it and their fathers did it, all the way
back to every immigrant's maritime travel. Why? Simple. Cars
and boats were necessary evils. You needed them, but they could
contort and ravage your wits and good nature without end. But
they could be beautiful, charming, and surreal all at once. Each
car, older than five years, had its own intricacies, its own idiosyncrasies. They had a character. You had to build them up, or tear
them down depending on what was going on . . . and at the end of
the day, no matter how much you bemoaned them, you knew the
walk ahead would be longer, more tedious, and harder without
them.
With all that in mind, I eased my car into a gas station and it
wasn't until then I realized how early it really was. The roads
were almost empty and this filling station was devoid of life. I
spied only one car in the lot and it was on the far end. Probably
broke down and just sat out of the way until a tow truck could
haul it away. I pulled out the gas nozzle and selected premium in
order to reserve my right to rant and rave should the car fail me. I
unlocked the gas cap and put the nozzle in and waited until the
attendant activated the contraption.
And I waited .....
I always paid in cash and didn 't use my cards unless I was at
an ATM or something, so I had to wait for the attendant to tum
the pump on. It didn't happen. If you haven' t picked up on it yet,
I run the gambit from pessimist to out and out neurotic with ease,
but this would have infuriated Mother Theresa, if, of course, she
had not been worm food. I glanced toward the filling station and
didn't see anyone in the window.
"C' mon, buddy, I haven't got the time for this crap." Of .
course, I really did, I even began thinking about how I was going
to be uber-early and then I thought how amazing it is that an
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inconvenience is annoying when we really have no reason to need
a convenience. Then I thought this was probably what all those
wanting to declare jihad on America were on about. I mean, we
have more conveniences per square foot than some countries have
in their entirety. I mean, we're the number one buyer of house
shoes worldwide! Are we such a weird country that, while other
places do not have the GNP to justify people owning ANY shoes,
we feel the need to have a completely indoor shoe market cornered?
I shook my head in the crisp morning air. Maybe I had gotten
up too early if I was deconstructing capitalism as a whole this
early in the morning or maybe I was just trying to keep her from
creeping into my thoughts and ruining what was already looking
like another day of me utilizing my phenomenal ability to squander life's infinite possibilities. I decided to fill my time by going
in and seeing why the pump hadn't been activated yet instead of
having any more self important inner monologue.
I pushed open the door and was greeted by the early morning
klaxon-like bell which dinged into the interior through the morning air to alert the clerk of the intruding customer. Despite the
door chime, nothing stirred, but a sickly sweet scent lingered in
the air. Maybe the clerk was in the restroom. I wandered back and
tried to find a Cherry Coke. I found one on the bottom shelf and
headed back to the counter. I set the coke on the counter and
looked over my shoulder.
"C'mon, slick, where are you?" I said to myself.
I turned back to the counter and saw the ooze inking its way
away from the counter. OH ... kay ... why was there something
oozing? I pivoted and walked back toward the edge of the counter. I saw the bottom of the boots and then I slung myself forcibly
around the corner of the counter.
A man in his late twenties was splayed against the counter. He
had apparently been using the substance now oozing across the
floor to shine the counter and collapsed, slowly trying to lower
himself to the ground, before he gave out completely and crushed
the plastic container which had held the substance. I tried to wake
31

Thomas

him. He didn't respond to anything I said. I yelled. He didn't
budge. I knew what this meant. I touched his skin. I felt the sickly
sweet c~emical that had eked itself across his body as he lay
against the counter and floor. It felt like the innards of a clam; like
a wet silk sheet. It was about seventy degrees. He was dead . . . had
been for just a little while.
Out of sheer reflex I dialed the phone. I remember talking to
the police. I remember when the realization that I was going to be
late for work dawned upon me with an inefficient dullness. I
remember the officer saying if they had any more questions,
they ' d call. I remember hearing the M.E. saying there was nothing
anyone could do. Maybe a weak valve since birth; no one could
have known. Probably never saw it coming. So much we never
see coming. What, someone asked. I had said that out loud.
Nothing, I thought and heard my voice echo a few minutes later. I
remember leaving eventually. I remember being at work. We finished everything. I got my raise. I remember going home. The
entire day felt like stock footage running through my mind except
for the memory of the way his tepid, silky dead flesh felt.
I would love to say I quit my job the next day so I could
change the world. I didn't though, but I picked up a newspaper.
He was page eight news in a small story catty cornered to the wedding announcements. A natural cause .. . his heart was defective,
which may have been a cause, but it wasn't natural, was it? Or
else it wouldn't have been defective, right? I thought about the
feel of his skin ... clammy but smooth. He was only 28.
I went into work with the newspaper in hand. The weather
was rainy, so I put it in a bag. I cut the article out and taped it to
inside of one of my desk drawers. I thought about what remainder
of my love life. I wondered if it was worth trying to rekindle or if
I should retire from the game. I thought about the dead man and
wondered how often he had pondered this, if he had at all. I didn't
know if he was married. I didn't know if he was dating any
lady .. . or man . .. or if he preferred lesser life forms. In the end, it
did not matter. He was dead.
I opened a second desk drawer and dug under some papers
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until my hand landed on a pretty thick book. I pulled it out and
opened it. I began to flip through the yellow pages until my eyes
landed on what I was looking for. Florists. Blue Petal Florists
sounded as good as any other. I picked up the phone and dialed.
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An interview with

Silas House
M

ost would call Silas
House unassuming. Of
medium height, medium build,
sandy-blonde hair, speaking in a
low
tenor
saturated
In
Appalachian intellectualism.
He doesn't like philosophy, you
can tell that right off, but he's
willing to speak at length on
what it means to be an
Appalachian, mainly, nothing.
Released in September,
House's third novel, The Coal
Tattoo, is the story of two sister's relationship strained by
one's Rock'n'Roll rambunctiousness and the other's oldtime religious fervor. It's been
praised as "starkly beautiful" by
Booklist and "Exquisite" by
InScape: So what's it like to finally be
a bonafide author?
Silas House: It's pretty cool. I
feel lucky, happy. I've had every bad
job in the world, but I think it made me
a better writer. I worked at every
restaurant in my hometown, worked at
Wal-Mart, I poured concrete, I
installed satellite dishes, I went into
the military after college and I was
miserable in all of it. I wasn't doing
anything that made a difference. I was
a mail carrier and with that at least I
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Kirkus Reviews. In the middle
. of a 30-city tour promoting the
novel House spoke and read at
MSU on October 21.
made people a little happier. People
still like getting mail, but I was making
up stories in my head the entire time.
F or the last three years I've been a full
time writer, nothing's really changed.
I'm a lot happier, but I wrote better
when I was depressed and miserable,
but I feel lucky to get paid.

Tell me about your process.
It took me five years to write my
first book. I only wrote a page every
two or three weeks. It only took me
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about a year and a half to write my sec- thing to do with bologna. There are
ond. It only took me a year to write people who have no conception of
my third. I was writing full-time by fried bologna. But a lot of that forces
then and I was off the last book tour me to think if I'm doing something
longer. I think the new one's going to that serves multiple purposes in the
take at least two years. It 's taken my story. There shouldn ' t be anything in
eight months to write abo).lt 45 pages, the book if it doesn't. I got in this big
but I work a lot differently than a lot of argument with the publisher over this
other people. I create the whole thing story that took place in the late '90's. I
in my head. Forme the act of writing had two characters that smoked pot.
doesn't take place on paper it happens The publisher thought it was unbelievin my head, then I write it down. I able that people in Appalachia smoked
never know where my keys are or pot. At that point I invited him down
where my billfold is because my head to see for himself. A lot of people
is full of some story all the time. think "Coal Miner 's Daughter" is what
People always ask me how long I write Appalachia is like. They had no idea
a day. I may only write an hour a week there was such a thing as murder in
when it comes to paper. I have to set Appalachia. People only drink moondeadlines for myself. I want to get my shine nobody smokes pot. I don't
next book done .by this time next year. know, it's weird. It's like the opposite
It keeps me motivated so I always set of a stereotype is just as false. Neither
deadlines for myself. Like getting it one is true.
done before school starts or before the
paperback tour starts. I can't force it Do you read while you 're writing?
though. The first novel I wrote was
Yeah, but I try not to read books
terrible, but it was a big seed of my too similar to what I'm writing. I don't
first published novel. I might write 30 want to subliminally lift something.
pages and then realize it's not going to So it's better to stay away from anyget anywhere. It makes you feel as if thing too similar. Writing is the only
you've picked the stories to ten, but way to learn how to write, classes help
you really don't have any control over and so does reading. I read everything
them .
not just literary fiction. I like reading
really trashy books. Suspense, action,
So what 's it like being an Appalachian mystery, Dean Kuntz, Tom Clancy,
writer in the big, weird US ofA?
Stephan King. Those guys are really .
A lot people have this Manhattan good at plot, pacing. If you read and
mentality. People in New York thing write only literary fiction, you run the
they create everyone else's tastes. danger of turning into a real snob.
Luckily I've got an editor who doesn't
want to change anything unless she has Was it difficult getting started?
a really good reason. When there's a
Oh yeah, I hated being a mail cardisagreement it's usually a regional rier. I was writing mainly for myself.
thing. It always seems to have some- I kept telling myself that if I could this
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book published I could get something
going. So I went to every writer's
workshop . I went to the Hindman
Settlement School and there I really
learned how to write and how to get
published. You have to work it like a
career. You can't treat it like a hobby.
There for a white I was doing everything, writing, playing guitar, a bunch
of stuff. I really had to sacrifice some
of that stuff to focus on the writing. It
has to be one thing; you can't be
spread so thin that you can't completely focus on it. I went back and got my
masters, which doesn't have a lot to do
with how good of a writer you can be.
You know if you write a great novel
and you only have a bachelor 's or even
just a high school diploma, they'll still
pick the book. Someone with a PHD
or a master 's might write a real
mediocre book. Some of the smartest
people I know are waitresses with an
eighth grade education.

What's a book tour like?
It is weird, but I enjoy it. I enjoy
meeting people; enjoy seeing all the
different places. But it's hard being
away from home. I can't write on the
road. I might jot down a few ideas, but
that's about it. It's weird when people
come to see you read. I love doing
radio; I'm not crazy about TV. There's
a lot of people that are as devoted to
literary fiction as there are people
devoted to Stephen King of Ann Rice.
People with a real love for literary fiction. They come out to the readings
because the book's become a part of
their lives. There was a woman last
night at the reading that had driven all
the way from Louisville. You feel bad
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when people start crying during a reading, but the characters in the book have
become a part of them. I've been able
to make a living for the last three years
writing, which is something I thought I
could never do. r just wanted to get
published and sell maybe 5,000
copies. Then somehow I got on the
New York Times bestseller list by
word of mouth.
I'm really, really
lucky. What sold my books is readers
telling other readers. Someone like
Tom Clancy has a huge promotional
effort behind his books.

Are you in a comfortable position
now?
It's weird. I feel kind of guilty. I
was just 29 when I got my first book
published. You have this dream that
comes true and you worry that everyone's going to figure out you're a
fraud. You worry that the writing is
going to dry up. It's important to stay
humble, keep the ego out of it. A lot of
writers get so involved in themselves . .
All I try to do is to present the world I
know. I try to present Appalachia as
the unique place that it is with its own
culture. I was telling somebody about
it. At EKU they read the book as part
of their freshman English classes and I
spoke during convocation and somebody came up to me and was like
"where do you get off thinking you
know all about what it's like to be an
Appalachian?" I never went around
saying I knew what it was like to be an
Appalachian for everyone. It's different for everyone. There's a big difference between Hazard and Rowan
County. You can never completely
capture it and I don't try to. But you

can capture the human experience.

How have you been received in more
urban, northern areas?
The experience has been pretty
good for me. It was a little harder getting published. . I don't think I was
taken as seriously, but at the same time
for all the cons there are pros too. I
think urban areas have been a lot more
accepting of the work. It's not as
familiar to them, it's exotic. To them
it's like Latin America or something. I
think they feel like they're learning
something. But I don't have an agenda like that or anything. I'm just trying to teIJ a story.
Do you think people want a nice picture ofAppalachia or an accurate picture ofAppalachia?
I think people want an accurate
picture based on what readers have
said to me. I think at least I got it
authentic. People think Appalachia is
some sort of real simple place where
nobody locks their doors and everybody gets along and everybody has
this huge family. You know that's
great. That's a real nice image. I had
it a lot like that. A lot of people didn't.
That's another stereotype. I was raised
listening to stories. Human voices.
Dialogue. Growing up we didn't
watch a lot of TV. We talked to each
other. The thing about Appalachia is
that everything is really big. People
worship God in a big way. People
party just as hard. People do everything in a big way. Everybody exaggerates their stories. Everybody's a
good storyteller.
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It's like when you talk about the strong
story telling tradilion in Appalachia
people picture a bunch of people sitting around a campfire or something.
It's everything that turns into a story.
Yeah. Your day at work turns into
a story. Nine to five turns into this epic
story. And half of it comes out of thin
air, but the reason's not to lie, but to
enter into a dialogue.
What are you working on now?
I'm working on the new book. It's
set in 1976 during the bicentennial.
It's about a little boy watching his family. Every book I've written has been
set in Eastern Kentucky. In Hazard or
Hyden or London. This one's not set
in any particular town. It 's in the
South, any town in rural America. It's
not real clear yet. It's about patriotism.
What's it like for there 10 be a T-Shirt
promoting your book?
It's pretty cool, but I can't wear it.
I don't want to be too big of a cheeseball. I think they made about 200 of
them and they have raffles at the readings and stuff. They gave me about
100 to sell and all the proceeds go to
the Hindman Settlement House
Scholarship Fund. London, KY has
The World Chicken Festival and I saw
about four or five people wearing it.
My wife can wear it, but I can't. I
don't want to be too promotional.
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Artist Bios
Michelle Dillon
Michelle Dillon once said, "science and art are opposite sides of
the same coin," which resulted in raised eyebrows and to her
delighted relief, the diversion of discussion away from politics.
Michelle loves to laugh and spends a lot of time considering what
it means to be human, studying human form and movement, and
appreciating people. Michelle finds her truest and purest expression in creating visual art and is currently enamored with the
exploration of sculpting, and the use of color in painting.
Tomas Ayala
Tomas Ayala, is a junior art major with emphasis in graphic
design. He is currently the Officer of Public Relations, Historian
for Phi Mu Alpha Sinfonia, a member of VAG, and AlGA. He
would like to thank his Parents, Brother, Teachers, Professors,
Friends, and Fifo for all their love and support throughout his 21
years on this earth. The cover design came to him when he was
experiencing a creativity overload in the wee hours of Tuesday
morning. The piece is entitled "The 11 Discipline's of
Creativity. "
Stephen Creech
Stephen Creech is a junior art major with no emphasis declared to
present day. He defenestrated the first series of bio's leaving us
with said bio. He attempts to be a jack-of-all-trades but a master
of none. He hopes to become a comic book artist, not in the
sense of "super heroes" but social commentary.
Bruce Parsons
An art student from Knoxville, TN. A person who thinks entirely
too much. Some truth in a sense of humor.
Kathleen Barnett
Kathleen Barnett is an undergraduate university studies major
who enjoys guitar and soap making. Her photograph, "Forsaken,"

was taken on a cold and dreary day in mid-winter. It is the storefront of her aunt's original country shop.
Brad Ballinger
Brad Ballinger, a sophomore, originally from North Middletown,
Kentucky is now studying art education and space science at
MSU. He has worked as a photographer, and an assistant editor
and as an assistant publisher for a newspaper in his hometown.
He has photographed several weddings and hopes to either teach
elementary art or one day work for NASA.
Casey King
Casey King is a resident of Winchester Kentucky. She is current1y a student at MSU. She is a junior art major with a passion for
photography.
Timothy Jones
Timothy Jones is a senior art student with an emphasis in graphic
design. After graduating in December 2004 from MSU, Timothy
plans to study print, package, and industrial design at the Portfolio
Center in Atlanta, Georgia.

